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ing whomever I loved; and nothing is more ruinous when one loves
what differs from oneself.
It goes without saying that I feel all this especially at Cuverville
and when with Em. He whose heart is free can go far; I have never
been able to keep myself from taking into account everything that kept
me from advancing, never resigning myself to going alone and ever
more anxious to lead others than to venture forth alone. Real pioneers
do not care whether or not they are followed; they go forward without
looking back.
In the Congo what joy could I take in gathering unknown flowers
with no one to whom to give them?
Invited by Samuel Johnson, I am reading with the greatest admira-
tion Pope's epistle, Eloisa to Abelard. My regard for Pope has only
grown as I have come to know him better; and why should I not con-
fess that this poetry heavy with meaning touches me more today than
the vague ejaculations of a Shelley, for example, who forces me, in
order to fly with him, to leave unsatisfied too important a part of
myself.
Finished Jane Eyre.
Read in Sainte-Beuve's Port-Royal the chapters on Malebranche.17
Paris., 5 April
Back to Paris the evening of the 3rd. With better material condi-
tions, it again seems to me that I should do wonders. My brain, after
briefly becoming accustomed to work, again feels alert and fit. And.
even, yesterday, on an empty stomach and having managed not to
smoke too much, I experienced a few moments of extraordinary joy
and power.
At night, alas, every night, I enter the kingdom of terror. Giving up
work and going to bed early to be sure of a good night, I do not get to
sleep despite several tablets. Frightful itchings keep me awake, and
when eventually a less provocative pain takes their place after I have
scratched my legs to the bleeding-point, the troubled torpor into which
I fall, still half-conscious, is a poor substitute for sleep and I deplore
the coming of daylight, the return of sounds, having to get up at last,
so little rested.
Yesterday saw Green and Breitbach. The latter goes with me to
the N.R.F., where I have the pleasure of telling Benda all the good
17 Port-Royal is Sainte-Beuve's historical and critical account of the
Jansenist movement of the seventeenth century, which had its headquarters
at Port-Royal, outside Paris.